ch. ni	THE BOND
"I should like to see him,"
"Yes, yes," Sophie cried. "Do see him. He'd come if
Julie asked him." She sprang from her chai*% lettirr her
book slide to the ground and lie unheeded, "l le and Julfe
were such friends. But since you came, they :aven'i seen
each other. Not as far as I know, at any rate. *
The Baroness, too, stirred in her repose. "It is very
natural. An Englishman and a German—here! Of course
it's impossible."
"But he is in Enkendaal?" Rupert said.
"He was living in the Castle, working at some papers
in the library," she replied with the air of cne cautiouslv
opening a long and difficult narrative. "When we heard
you were corning, he went—very rightly. Xo doubt he v* ill
soon leave the cottage too. Meanwhile, he won't trcuble
you. He is very proud, very English. If we asked him here
now	"
"If Julie asked him he would come. You know he
would!" Sophie exclaimed.
The Baroness disregarded her. "You need quiet,
Rupert. Not quarrels and excitements. Not to be reminded
of things best forgotten."
"But you would not object to his coming?"
"Object? Why, no. Certainly not, but—~"
"Ella hates him," Sophie cried. "She's afraid of him.
She	"
"Afraid? Who is afraid?" It was Julie's voice behind
his chair. He stretched out his hand to her.
"I don't know, my dear," he answered. "We were
talking of Alison. I'm afraid your mother doesn't wish
him to come here."
"I have no kind of objection," the Baroness replied in
a tone of sweetened anger. "Why should I have? I was
thinking of you, Rupert. It will be impossible for you to
meet an Englishman who	"
"Is a student of Plato?"
"Plato or no Plato, he's your enemy." Her tongue
began to run away with her. "He knows as well as you do
that now, after LudendorfFs failure, it is only a question

